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sort of power over the miunds of poor, simple
fellows, like Tom. They stir up the soul from
its depths, and rouse, as with trumpet call,
courage, energy, and enthusiasm, where before
was only the blackness of despair.

Mr. Haley pulled out of his pocket sundry
newspapers, and began looking over their ad-
vertisements, with absorbed interest. He was
not a remarkably fluent reader, and was in
the habit of reading in a sort of recitative
half-aloud, by way of calling in his cars to
verify the deductions of his eyes. In this
tone he slowly recited the following para-
graph:

‘* ExECUTOR’S SALE.—NEGROES |—Agreeably to
order of court, will be sold, on Tuesday, February
20, before the Court-house door, in the town of
Washington, Kentucky, the following negroes :
‘Hagar, aged 60; John, aged 30; Ben, aged 21;
Saul, aged 25; Albert, aged 14. Sold for the
benefit of the creditors and heirs of the estate of
Jesse Blutchford, Esq.

Savves Morris,
Tuoxas Frist,
Ezecutors.”

“This yer T must look at,” said he to Tom,
for want of somebody else to talk to.

“Ye sce, I'm going to get up a prime gang
to take down with ye, Tom; 1t} make it so-
ciable and pleasant like,—good company will,
ye know. Wemust drive right to Washing-
ton first and foremost, and then I'll clap you
into jail, while I does the business.”

Tom reccived this agreeable intelligence
quite meckly ; simply wondering, in his own
heart, how many of these doomed men had
wives and children, and whether they would
feel as he did about leaving them. Itis to be
confessed, too, that the naive, off-hand infor-
mation that he was to be thrown into jail by
no means produced an agreeable impression
on a poor fellow who had always prided him-
self on a strictly honest and upright course of
life. Yes, Tom, we must confess it, was
rather proud of his honesty, poor fellow,—
not having much eclse to be proud of ;—if he
had belonged to some of the higher walks of
socicty, he, perhaps, would never have been
reduced to such straits. However, the day
wore on, and the evening saw Ilaley and Tom
comfortably accommeodated in Washington,—
the one in a tavern, and the other in a jail.

About eleven o’clock the next day, a mixed
throng was gathered around the court-house
steps,~ smoking, chewing, spitting, swearing,
and conversing, according to their respective
tastes and turns,—waiting for the auction to
commence. The men and women to be sold
sat in & group apart, talking in a low tone to
each other. The woman who had been adver-
tised by the name of Hagar was a regular
African in feature and figure. She might
have been sixty, but was older than that b;
hard work and disease, was partially blind,
and somewhat crippled with rheumatism. By

her side stood her only remaining son, Albert,
a bright-looking little fellow of fourteen years,
The boy was the only swrviver of a large
family, who had been successively sold away
from her to a southern market. The mother
held on to him with both her shaking hands,
and eyed with intense trepidation cvery one
who walked up to examine him.

“Don’t be feared, Aunt Hagar,” said the
oldest of the men, “T spoke to Mas'r Thomas
'bout it, and he thought he might manage to
sell you in a lot both together.”

“Dey need’nt call me worn out yet,” said
she, lifting her shaking hands. “I can cook
yet, and scrub, and scour,—I'm wuth a buy-
ing, if I do come cheap;—tell em dat ar,—
you Zell em,” she added earncstly.

Haley here forced his way into the group,
walked up to the old man, puiled his mouth
open and looked in, felt his teeth, made
him stand and straighten himself, bend his
back, and perform various evolutions to show
his muscles; and then passed on to the next,
and put him through the same trial. Walk-
ing up last to the boy, he felt his arms,
straightencd his hands, and looked at his fin
gers, and made him jump, to show his agility.

“Ile an't gwine to be sold without me!”
said the old woman, with passionate eagerness;
“he and I goes in a lot together; I's rail
strong yet, Mas’r, and can do heaps o' work,
—heaps on it, Mas'.”

“On plantation #” said Haley, with a con-
temptuous glance. “ Likely story!” and, as
if satisfied with his examination, he walked
out and looked, and stood with his hands in
his pocket, his cigar in his mouth, and his
hat cocked on one side, ready foraction.

“ What think of ’em,” said a man who had
been following Haley’s examination, as if to
make up his own mind from it.

“Wal,” said Haley, spitting, 1 shall put
;}n, £ think, for the youngerly ones and the

oy.

“They want to scll the boy and the old
woman together,” said the man.

“Find 1t a tight pull ;—why, she’san old
rack o' bones—not worth her salt.”

“You wouldn't then?” said the man.

*“ Anybody’d be a fool twould. She's half
blind, crooked with rheumatis, and foolish to
boot.”

“Some buys up these yer old critturs, and
ses there’sa sight more wear in "em than a
body’d think,” said the man, reflectively.

“No go, 'tall,” said Haley ; * wouldn't take
her fora ?rcsent,—-factw—l'vc scen, now.”

“Wal, ’tis kinder pity, now, not to buy her
with her son,—her heart seems to sot on him,
—s'pose they fling her in cheap.”

“Them that's got. money to spend that ar
way, it's all well enough. T shail bid off on
that ar boy for a plantation-hand ;—wouldn’t
be bothered with her, no way,~—not if they’d
give her to me,” said Haley. -



